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might be interested to hear this news. I also am to report to you there
is no official mail for you from Tokyo as there usually is."
"Huh!"
"At the first shock all telegraph communication between Tokyo and
Yokohama was stopped. This message was supposed to have been dis-
patched by the Kanagawa Prefectural authorities on board the S.S.
Korea-mam, the only ship still afloat undamaged in the harbor."
Saionji read the message: "Today at noon a great earthquake took
place. Following the shocks, fires broke out and the city became a
mass of conflagrations. There is no way of knowing how many tens
of thousands of people are dead and injured. Communication and
transportation completely paralyzed. Tidal waves swept the coast. No
water, no food available. Immediate assistance urgently requested!"
"Boy!"
"Sir."
"Tell the postmaster to keep sending me any message that he can
get hold of from and to Tokyo and Yokohama about this disaster. I'll
be responsible for his doing so."
"Oh, my lord, how about the Surugadai home and the Okitsu home?
Are they destroyed? Can you find out—?"
"Ghana, stop!"
"But, oh, my lord, all my good clothes and—"
"His Majesty and the Imperial Family may be in the center of the
stricken area," Saionji murmured after a deep sigh.
Baron Sumitomo, with his young son, Atsushi, called on Prince
Saionji at the latter's Kyoto home on a summer afternoon.
"Takamaro,"—Saionji still addressed his brother by the old name—
"how old is your son?"
"He is fifteen years old and is in middle school."
As they talked, they looked at the young boy and Haruko, one of
Saionji's granddaughters, playing together in the garden.
"Huh, he looks like an intelligent and handsome boy—very much
like yourself, Takamaro."
"Ha, ha, Brother, thanks for your compliments—Atsushi is intelli-
gent all right. We think he takes after you."
"Huh."
"He is fond of literature and history. He is always writing poems.*
"Huh, he may be revealing what you and I are supposed to have
inherited from our long Hne of Fujiwara ancestors. It's interesting,

